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Hair down as always. Thin fingers fly and flutter with the wind as he manually rolls down the window. Despite 
the breeze, it feels warm. The kind of warm that hangs in the air and doesn't leave until the summer dies it's 


death like it does every year. 


Driving out here, with nothing to do. Nowhere to go, just the two of them, like it's 1982 all over again and 
James has just scraped together all his money in the world to buy some piece of junk with an engine he's 


convinced he can fix up. 


The car is different now. So are they. More different than they could ever imagine. They see their names 


plastered on the cover of magazines and used as draws. 


A couple drinks in his system. A couple of joints he has no intention of smoking in the space between them and 


the warm Californian sun he's had a decade to get used to. 


Its already tomorrow in Australia. Hell, it's probably already tomorrow in Denmark by now. The days are longer 


in the summer, but it's still late and it's only shorter they're getting. 


And James had seemed so excited when he announced he wanted to take him out. Dragging him to the side and 


enveloping him in a hug when the last of the press was done. A nice dinner and drive, just the two of them. 


Like the good old days. Like its 198) again. 
But it's not. It's been a decade. 
A decade. 


A decade before they met, he was only seven. Messing with the other boys on the tennis court without two 
words of English to string together. 


A decade before they met, James was only eight. Scraping his knees on some concrete with his mother there 


to comfort him. No band aid or cream, only the love of God to will it better. 


The music that plays on the stereo barely changed throughout all that time. Only the car radio it was played 


on. Upgrading and upgrading until none of it mattered anymore. 


By the time that James stopped by to pick him up, his mood had changed. They drove around, like promised. 
The nice dinner he had been promised turned into the small off the road joint they went to a couple times up 
in Santa Monica when they were young. Right up against the beach. The original place closed years ago, 


replaced with almost a carbon copy. 


New seating. The tropical print overhang had changed. Even things as small as the little brown ashtrays had 


been swapped out for clear ones. 
None of it looked the same like it did back then. 


The milkshakes they get don't taste the same. Sat on the hood of James’ car again like teenagers looking out 
over the Pacific. Strawberry for himself. Chocolate for James. Nothing is as sweet as he remembers it. Too 
sour or too cold or something. The original taste feels like a memory of a memory, the machine that made it 


more than likely thrown in a dump while they were out there chasing the road on the Puppets tour. 


He plays with his straw for about IO minutes - taking only minimal sips until some agonizing pain deep within 


him tells him to chuck it. 


Sliding off the hood, James hands him his own cup to do the same. Half drank. Just like his own as he tosses 


them into the little trash can running along the promenade. Even that isn't the same. 


He wants to climb back on the roof, but James slides off just as he moves back, swinging the car door open 


and settling himself in the driver's seat. 


Lars isn't ready to say goodbye to the view just yet. Like if he turns his head away, the sea and the sky and 


the silver strip of sand will disappear forever. 
And who even cares? It's Santa Monica Why does he give a shit about Santa Monica and the sky over it, until 
he grips the railing separating himself and the horizon and feels the breeze on his face again and it's their last 


night in LA again. 


And he's with James and Dave and Cliff again. Drinking one too many beers and saying goodbye to the city that 


rejected them like a bad organ transplant. Showing Cliff all the places they can't wait to never see again - 
-And 

Cliff. 

He climbs back in the car before he can think any more, James holding his hand in his, rubbing his thumb over 
the back of Lars' own for a couple beats, before dropping it again 


They're not dying. No one is ill. Things have never been better, but he never felt like this when they released 
‘Kill em All. Or ‘Ride’ or ‘Puppets’ or even ‘Justice: 


They'd been called sellouts before. Even as early as when James poured his heart out to the world in ‘Fade to 
Black’ Working with a fancy producer was just an evolution of that: 


But seeing ‘Dr. Feelgood’ get passed around to him, sitting in their paneled studio, felt odd. Holding the record 
like its not really real, and they both aren't standing as the rock gods they are now. Back on the sunset strip, 
with Nikki Sixx chasing after him. In high heels, well over a foot taller than him. 


Arriving back safe with James, laughing to him about it while ignoring the little fear that pummeled him the 
whole night long and he didn't know why. 


He still doesn't. And now that feeling is gone forever, and it's never coming back. Just like so many others. 
Motley Crüe and Bob Rock. Metallica and Bob Rock 


If he had a copy in his hands right now, he'd love nothing more than to bend it over his knee and toss it into 
the Pacific. 


Their album cover looks like the AC/DC one, and Spinal Tap made fun of them for it while they were still in 
Denmark, producing with Flemming Rasmussen. He had that god awful mustache and James told him he loved 


him for the first time. Only 42 beers in. 


Back in LA after all those years, where they were clawing at the walls to escape. But here, on this road, the 
wind feels nice and he needs to fight the urge to stick his head out the window. 


Its not really exhilarating, and he's not happy. Even if he should be. But it feels real. And the wind blowing 


through his fingers feels delicate and nice. 


James doesn't know where he's going. Doesn't know the destination. Lars can tell in the way he makes turn offs 
to undesirable streets and curses under his breath. He'd skipped lunch for whatever dinner James had planned 


for them, but it looks like he'll have to go without. 


If they were in San Francisco, he'd be happier. Back home again, among the misfits and nobodies. If they were in 


San Francisco, they could go past the metali-mansion. 


Stroll up to the windows and see someone else's family portraits line the walls. Someone else's car in their 


driveway and garage. The garage they ruled and made their own when they were not even twenty. 


The little posters they hung on the wall won't be there anymore, and it just seemed to all happen so fast. If he 
were to look in the fridge now, they'd probably be food. Good food. Not a six pack of beer and half eaten case 
of hotdogs. 


His own fridge back home has been a lot emptier recently too. Since his wife packed her bags and left. 


Whatever, he'd never had said he loved her. And she'd probably say the same. 

That little house in El Cerrito is so far away, yet just the thought of it makes him instinctively feel his face 
for damp. Under his eyes. Its dry as the sand on the beach and the air all around him. He looks up at James, 
looking up at the road. 


Neither have said a word since they got in the car. They don't really need them. 


James sees a sign for Downey, falters for the smallest of seconds, and drives the opposite direction. The 


aviators over his eyes reflect the sun and hide him from the world as he goes just about anywhere else. 


Downey, and it's [981 again in his mind and he's invited himself down. He'd never been to the neighbourhood 


before. 


It was nice enough. Palm trees dotted the side of the road. Fairly middle class. Wide roads and sun. Like always. 
Shops with big red letters and mascots. Kinda homey, suburban, 


He knew James wasn't happy to see him when he knocked on his door that day, but he didn't say as much. 
Instead, suggesting they go for a coke in the local diner joint and a drive in his brother's car round the county 


and city limits. 

Up almost dirt roads with a coke bottle in his hand, music from the stereo and James, silent beside him. 

So similar to what its like now. James sat with his mother on his mind and the church he abandoned, 

And now Lars sits under the same sun and thinks about all the things that used to be just so and now are not. 


Sat on the hood of James car again as the night grew cool. Looking down over the city from the hills. Not too 
far from the Hollywood sign 


He always thought the city looked pretty from that angle. A blanket from the trunk pulled over their 


shoulders as the music continued to play from the radio inside the car. 


They could do the exact same right now. Lars always keeps a blanket in the back of James' car, in case they 
ever need it in the studio or whatever. Pull the car out of the city and curl up with James like he did back 
then in the same spot. 


But it wouldn't be the same. The image of the city has changed and Lars isn't sure if he can bear looking down 
on the new lights. Even if he reaches out and grabs James hand for purchase and it feels the same as it did 


back then. Big and sturdy and calloused. 


James isn't the same. He's still shy, still standoffish. Still sweet, to him at least. At least most of the time. He 
grew out his beard on the Justice tour and Lars couldn't hold back judgment. 


Laughing until he held his face one night as they lay in bed and realised it suited him. Feeling the hairs brush 


through his palms and tickle in between his fingers. 
He's not the same scrawny kid he was, like he is in his mind's eye. His shoulders are broader, his muscles are 
bigger and his stance is wider. The beard suited this person It didn't suit the person James used to be. Before 


Justice and screaming in Seattle in ‘84. 


He knows the James he sees isn't what the rest of the world sees. It's not real. But it's real to him. And that 


must mean something. 


He wonders what James sees when he looks over at him. He changed his hair style. It's longer now. He usually 


leaves his stubble grow out a bit longer than he used to. Changed the way he dressed. 
James looks like a totally different person now. 


It suits the dark cover of the album and the Gadsden snake on it proclaiming ‘Don't tread on me: 


The longer he thinks about it the more he wishes he spent more time going over the aloum cover. But 


everyone else seems to love it so far. 


James continues to drive, keeping one hand on the wheel as his other hangs limply out the window. Looking both 


ways at a junction before turning off and turning into some motel. 


Not rundown. Not old or abandoned. Not like anywhere they've stayed recently with five-star service and 


marble lobbies. Looks middle class. 


Like a weird intersection of where they used to stay and where they stay now. The exterior looks okay; though 


stains and moss seem to be growing near the bottom and edges and the furniture outside screams ‘tourism: 
Tomorrow. 


The album is coming out tomorrow. 


What if it doesn't work out? What if the fan base they grew around them reject it and don't buy it. Don't pay 
to see them live? What if they are turned off by the singles and James singing about missing home. He's the 
one that pushed to have it on the album after all. 


What if it does work out. What if the radios love it and their fans love it. What if they pay in their thousands 
to see them live in every corner of the earth. What if they get out front and centre on MTV? 


It seems the more likely option 


It scares him more. 


What if they lose themselves? 
What if they lose each other? 


He feels James’ hand reach out and touch his thigh. Just above his knee, telling him they're here. Wherever 


here is. Comforting in how heavy it is and how it grounds him. 
It lifts to wipe a tear he hadn't realised he shed 


And then it's gone, moving to turn off the engine of the car and open the door. So Lars goes too, rolling up his 
window till he opens the door and stands out in the blistering heat that he'd only gotten a taste of in the car. 


What time is it even? It doesn't even feel like any hour. Not five in the evening, midnight or anytime in 


between. 


James goes into some tiny reception, talks to the woman briefly before receiving a key. Leaves with the 


faintest of smiles. 


Up the stairs. No nightclothes or toothbrush. It's spontaneous. Its kind of nice, doing something like this. Like 
they're back again on the road, pulling in any place that would have them. Instead of calling in two weeks in 


advance, letting them and everyone there know who's in town. 


Unlocking the door and pushing it in, James doesn't bother to flick the light on. So Lars doesn't either. The sun 
seeping through the light curtain and blind is enough to see the place well enough. 


Furniture barely out of style. A couple years behind the trend. The carpet timeless. The wallpaper 
unremarkable. No bags to unpack, he sits at the end of the bed, feeling the springs before lying back and 
shifting upwards until he feels his feet leave the ground and the top of his head and strands of hair feel the 
pillow at the top. 


Lying on his back, watching the ceiling fan go round and round, listening to the air conditioner. Somewhere in 
the room. At least that's one thing to take comfort in. Its cooler here than outside. 


The bed dips beside him and James plants his head on the pillow next to him. Shoes and sunglasses off. Looking 
up at the same ceiling fan. Probably thinking what he's thinking. He can tell. Tell in the way he grabs his hand 


once more and just holds it. 


Rubbing his thumb over the back of his hand like he did in the car. Like he always does when there's no one 


around. Once more back in 1982. 
Back in some motel room much worse than this. With a creaking bed and sun stained paintings on the wall. 
When they first hooked up. His hand feels so similar to as it did back then. But maybe that's just his 


imagination. 


His body curls over on its side to face James. Shoving his face in to his side until he lifts his arm and 
welcomes him home. He feels a hand land on his back, rubbing gently. Comfortingly. 


The hand he placed on James chest rubs in the same motion 

He feels a jostle and another arm envelopes him, a nose in his hair. The rise and fall of his chest is so 
comforting. Both their jackets left at home, Lars tries to not dampen James’ T-shirt with salty tears. They 
seem to have dried up. 

Just clinging lightly together. 


"Are you okay?" 


"| will be." 


They wake up the next day with sweat soaking their clothes. Lars' shoes still on. The covers untouched and the 
sun already beating down on them. Car keys on the bedside table. 


They're still together. 


